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been in love with Anne in a way. But it had been too easy.
He had never analyzed what he felt, never tried to sec
whence it sprang, or where it would lead. Marriage for him
had been a mixture of going to parties and to bed with a
woman. When you, or she, got tired of going to parties and
bed together, you got divorced. Anne had got tired of it
first. But he wondered now if it was not because she was
tired of their life being so purposeless. So little was actually
achieved by people changing their bed and party partners.
The more it changed... Either life must have purpose or it
was infinitely boring. That was what Channel had meant
when he spoke of women: when he had said, fl am so
bored...' Boredom was due to the idea of futility which re-
volted the unconscious urge for creation. But it was damned
silly to have had to come here to find these things out: para-
doxical that to get any understanding of civilization, a man
must leave it. What he felt for Olga was not love. It was
lust, and yet it was more than lust. She had a representa-
tive quality. He felt somehow that he could learn from her.
Or was this just a rationalization of his desire? That was
where thought got you. You fooled yourself. If it came to
that, he had been fooling himself all his life. But it was a
beginning of something, he did not yet know what it was, when
you knew you were fooling yourself. He had advanced one
stage along the road to maturity.
He went out into the garden. The African moon was
shining. It was very big, much bigger than even a Southern
moon. It was in keeping with the land on which it shone.
The leaves of the elephant ears were painted white by it, the
moonflowers were mystically illumined. The night air was
cool, fragrant, and from somewhere came the throb of a
native drum. It was not talking. By now he had come to
learn when a drum was sending messages. This man was
just tapping his drum: getting some obscure satisfaction from
it; from the noise... from the feel of the taut hide beneath
his hand.